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Rebells Overthrow and utter Deſolation. 


To the Tune of the Thundring Cannons roar, 
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Old the numrous Carriages! 
Frawughted trongly to poſſeſs 
Atl the Kingdoms a2eat and leſs, 


Ok Pighty JAMES the G:atious 3 


Srth tis His own by Birth and Right, 
Againft the Trayto2s let us Fight, 
Ind wake it onſp our delight 

To kill the Rogues hat face us. 


Douglas and his Warlike Train, 
Triumphs ode the odds and Plain, 
But not diſturb the peaceful! Swain, 
Anieſs James Scot they favour 3 
Then the dying endleſs Cryes 
Ot fuch Kogues, ſhall rend the Skies, 
Erpcaing mill their Deſtunes, 
'Caue they of Ar Savout. 


Infmit's the Loyal Hoſt, 

Halb ting tound the Weſtern-Coaſt, 

Waiting on [0802 Monmouchs Ghoſt, 
Thom they reſolve to fetter; 

Nich a Shackle and a Chain, 

(A guſt reward ots evil Bain) 

And after rid him out of pain, 

Caule he n no better. 


The Rebells now do Glaſton reach, 
Ind where they go, Rebellion Teach; 
Jud lil the Good Old Cauſe they Preach, 
And pay fo2 Ignoramus; 
hug the Oukes and Hero's wave, 
Contrive the Fagton to enſlave ; 
Monmouth Leeks his Neck ta ſave, 
But he ſhall wo ſham us. 


Szeat Albermarl, and Sommerſet, 

Grafton, Beaufort, are all met. 

And Perkin they have all beſet, 
Ind on the Boos are walters; 

Pembrook, Hkewile them doth joyn, 

And Fererſham with them combine: 

Choſe Sloztes do the Sun au 
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VI. 

Churchill too, the Weſt Invades; 
(CUith his Gloztous merrp Lads , 
CUlhole g2eat Ponour never faves) 
* "To vos = Faction : 

oyal Army troop along 
Through the Towns and Fields they throng , 
And hunt by Scent, which lies (a ſtrong, 

Fo? it ſmells 2 


Pay Mars the res lute Souls, 
nd Bacchus fill the ecbbing Bowls 
Ot all the Loyai Engliſh-Pol 
T' inſpire them and rhe Þozſes; 

The Martial God with's glitt ring ſhteld, 

ll g:zant no Quarter inthe Fiel 

0 11 till he ma em yield, 

0 hi 1 Mces. 
I: 


hen mighty Cannong down, 
The noiſe of Bells, and ev'cy ſound, 
From the vaſteſt Wilrſhire-down, 
Cr _ and the — — 
we'll recharge, and give no 
To Trapto2s, but purſue their deaths 
And after Triumph &2e the Death, 
In ſpight of 1 Libells, 


IX. 

Atew mi flowing Main 
Auen above "he lofty Plain 
it the Uitals of the flain, 
Evils) 


